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Sibling  Rivalry 


You  snatched  my  singing  Glow  Worm  and  locked  the  door. 

I  bit  my  arm— hard— and  said  it  was  you. 

The  purple  teeth  marks  got  you  two  hours  in  your  room, 

And  the  next  day  my  name  appeared  on  all  the  mirrors 

In  lipstick,  screaming  my  guilt  like  fingerprints 

In  Mom's  favorite  shade  of  red. 

I  noticed  her  face  was  almost  the  exact  same  shade 

As  she  beat  me  with  a  hairbrush. 

I  crashed  my  bike  in  the  street  right  in  front 

Of  our  house  and  screamed  for  help. 

You  turned  up  the  T.V. 

So  Mom  wouldn't  hear  my  desperate  pleas. 

(I  had  two  broken  bones  and  needed  eighteen  stitches.) 

I  replaced  the  vinegar  with  vegetable  oil 

So  your  volcano  wouldn't  erupt  at  the  science  fair. 

You  slammed  the  car  door  on  my  finger, 
But  I'm  pretty  sure  that  was  an  accident. 
I  opened  the  car  door  just  as  you  walked  by 
And  hit  you  square  in  the  crotch, 
But  I  didn't  mean  to,  really. 

You  were  valedictorian  of  your  senior  class 

And  baritone  soloist  in  the  choir. 

I  was  salutatorian  and  lettered 

In  both  varsity  soccer  and  basketball. 

You  earned  your  Ph.D.  at  age  twenty-four. 

I  gave  Mom  her  first  grandchild. 

You  bought  me  a  Jeep  Wrangler  for  Christmas, 

A  black  one,  just  like  I  had  always  wanted. 

I  introduced  you  to  your  wife, 

A  redhead,  just  like  you  always  wanted. 

At  holidays,  we  sit  on  Mom's  porch  swing  together 
And  watch  our  children  play. 

You  marvel  at  how  we  used  to  compete  so  childishly. 
I  wonder  if  we'll  ever  quit  keeping  score. 

Liz  Hawkins 


3 


Palimpsest 


My  aunt  thinks  it's  about  Tibet, 

The  painting.  Applying  the  simplicity  of  a  working  man's  reason, 

I  hear  her  mention  a  "Free  Tibet"  sticker  stuck  to  it, 

The  bumper  of  an  '89  Volvo  wagon  once  belonging  to  my  artist  cousin. 

And  like  this  painting,  my  treasures  are  the  scrap  fragments  of  her  found 

Art  that  I  have  shamelessly  scrambled  about  to  acquire— to  equip 

My  memory  with.  I  harbor  them  from  my  family  and  her  downtown 

Colleagues,  who  think  they're  just  her  dreams  or  a  Freudian  slip. 

The  pieces  of  painted  canvas  have  become  captivating  clues 

Since  she  hung  herself  in  '98  in  that  house  I  had  dubbed  Camelot 

Before  her  "incident"  that  we  are  all  lock-lipped  about  to 

This  day.  The  secrets,  shrouded  in  dark  shades,  seem  to 

whisper  a  thought 

Of  Lancelotian  betrayal,  or  other  notions  romantic  to  my  fancy,  guessing 

This  means  that  and  such  and  such  and  so  on.  The  strokes, 

Now  dry,  are  gossiped  as  cries  for  help  from  a  woman  living 

Sublimely  and  dying  dramatically  as  a  swinging  hoax 

On  all  the  nine-to-fivers  of  the  world.  It  hangs  on  my  wall  shameless, 

The  painting,  between  two  oversized  pieces  of  silver 

Furniture  /  painted  to  conceal  my  once  white  wicker  girliness. 

I  imagine  her  torments  distilling  onto  this  colored  mat 

as  palm  tree  quiver 

And  dinosaur  grass  that  lead  to  a  battered  red  door  behind 
Lower  left  people  with  rubbed  out  faces  that  hold  more  expression 
Than  yours  or  mine.  Sadly,  my  searching  mind  does  not  find 
The  meaning  of  "Tibet"  either.  But  I  still  like  to  lay  in  seclusion 
With  my  back  down  on  pillows.  I  hold  my  arm  out  and  fret 
At  my  russet  chewed  nails  and  sandalwood  beads  backdropped  here 
By  this  ghostly  reminder  of  all  the  unfulfilled  urgings  and  deep  secrets 
That  must  have  brewed  in  the  unspoken  spaces  of  my  Guinevere. 


Summer  Crosby 
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Break  From  Life 


As  I  step  out  on  the  porch, 
The  white  wood  cools  my  feet, 
My  nerves. 

My  lungs  welcome  the  cool 
Air  of  morning. 

Faint  requests  for  jam  and  applebutter 

Float  through  the  rusted 

Screen  door  behind  me.  The 

Filter  of  my  responsibilities. 

"One  second,"  I  assured  them. 

I  wipe  my  mother's  hands 

With  my  apron  and  lean  against  the  rail. 

Light  from  the  rising  sun 

Reflects  the  complexion  of  the  sky, 

A  soft  pastel  blanket 

Covering  me  like  the  crocheted  comfort 

Of  my  girlhood, 

My  applebutter  days. 


Jessie  Farley 
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Sears  at  Eye  Level 


Racks  and  stacks  of  neon  merchandise, 

Taller  than  me 

Call  me,  yell  my  name. 

The  faded  sleeves  of  favorite  sweatshirts 

Can't  compare  with  this  glamorous  display. 

"Daddy,  can  I  get .  .  . 

Daddy?" 

Worming  through  great  heaps  of  clothes, 
Past  the  dresses,  then  the  neckties, 
"Daddy?" 

People  stare  with  narrowed  eyes, 

And  table  saws  gnash  their  metal  teeth, 

As  my  black,  bowed  Libbys  slip  across  the  tile, 

Searching  for  that  thick,  oil-stained  hand, 

Always  warm  to  swallow  mine. 

Just  there  in  front  of  me,  I  find 

His  fingers,  and,  feeling  safe, 

I  turn  to  say, 

"I  lost  you." 

Looking  up,  expecting  to  see  dense  black  waves, 

I  instead  find  age-marked  skin,  mirroring 

Fluorescent  light  from  above, 

As  the  short  ruff  of  gray  hair  runs  for  his  neck, 

And  I  run  as  fast  as  I  can. 

He  fooled  me  with  his  Daddy  hands. 

I  find  myself 

Waiting  in  a  chair,  heart  still  punching  my  ribs, 
While  I  hear  the  nice  lady's  voice  on  the  intercom, 
"David  VanGeem  Smith." 
I'm  sure  Daddy  will  be  here  soon. 


Lauren  Smith 
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Big,  Bad  Me 


Every  Craftsman's  dream. 

His  penny  loafers  scrape  white  tile, 

Shuffling  through  aisles 

Of  wishful  thinking, 

Remembering  days  when  he  shifted  about  on  shingles, 

Bronzed  and  perspiring. 

But  rheumatoid  joints  make  thick 

Hands  useless, 

And  rooftops  asking  service 

Comfort  someone  else's  boot. 

Green  and  hot  pink  jumpsuits  invite  him  back  to  now 
And  grandchildren,  who  don't  miss 
Strong  hands. 

As  he  ambles  toward  presents, 
His  eye  stumbles  over  long  brown  hair, 
And  five  slender  fingers  slide  into  his  palm. 
His  ears  pull  his  lips  from  each  other, 
And  she  looks  up,  surprised  to  be  horrified. 
He  is  not  the  Daddy  she  was  seeking, 
So  she  runs, 

And  bewildered,  he  pursues  gifts. 


Lauren  Smith 
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Black  Water 


The  trembling  log  bridge, 
Covered  in  slime-like  moss, 
Feels  slippery  under  my  feet. 
My  guide  grips  my  hand, 
Pinching  my  fingers  together, 
And  promises  safety, 
But  I  still  shiver  with  fear 
As  I  gaze  fearfully  down  into 
The  black  black  water 
Where  ravenous  creatures 
Await  their  opportunity. 
The  sluggish  pitch-like  liquid 
Summons  a  nightmarish  vision 
Of  merciless  enemies  with 
Bulging  fluorescent  eyes 
And  needle-like  teeth, 
Waiting  for  the  inevitable  slip. 
My  fingers  tighten  around  his, 
And  I  plead  for  his  guidance, 
I  plead  for  my  life. 

Heather  Falco 
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Cement  Pond 


Lili  Gresham 
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A  Monday  in  the  Summer 

I  sat  and  read  nearly  the  whole 
forward  of  a  book  before  I  even  tasted 
my  coffee,  which  was  a  mixture  of 
Bella  and  Roasted  Hazelnut. 
It  needed  something 

so  I  got  some  packs  of  sugar  and 
took  them  to  where  I  was  sitting. 

Lately,  I've  debated  writing  about 
the  brick  building  just  outside  the 
front  window.  I've  debated  writing  about 
its  bricks— a  mixture  of  both  old  and  new, 
the  old  having  something  painted  and  fading 
about  Jefferson  Davis  and  then 
a  Pepsi  advertisement,  also  fading  away. 
I've  debated  writing  about  the  street  and 
the  flowers  or  about  the  sun— which  seems 
to  be  trying  to  make  some  statement 
and  every  day,  drives  people  inside. 
Mostly  though,  the  writing  hasn't  come. 
Instead,  I've  been  reading  a  lot  and 
learning  what  it  means  to  be  filled 
with  things  that  are  good. 

Walking  the  streets  today, 
I  stood  on  the  porch  at  Belmont  and  I  took  the  time 
to  look  through  store  windows. 
On  Trinity  Street,  I  saw  a  painting  of  two  houses 
in  Charleston.  I  recognized  the  place  and  knew  it  well. 
I've  learned  a  lot  about  hope  today. 
I've  met  with  hope  and  walked  with  it 
and  given  it  something. 
It  needed  something. 

Steven  Walker 
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Marriage  Ceremony 


Sitting  on  this  red-velveted 

Deep-mahoganied  pew, 

I  do  not  concentrate  on  the  vows. 

Stained-glassed  above  me, 

Jesus  is  feeding  the  five  thousand 

In  hues  of  red  and  green. 

Without  remorse,  I  hate 

Under  the  glow  of  the  August  sun 

Sitting  in  those  panes. 

My  prayer  is  not  of  the  celestial  nature. 

It  is  for  the  square  knot  forming  in  my  stomach. 

Drops  of  sweat  baptize  my  brow, 

As  you  approach  the  center 

Dressed  in  Sunday  best. 

You  sing  for  their  union, 

Our  friends,  and 

I  hate  you  when  you  sing— 

For  it  is  the  only  time  you  appear 

To  have  a  soul. 


Summer  Crosby 
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Pasture 

Slumber,  spun  the  wheels 
of  my  body's  original 
needs. 

Corrective  sun 
interchanging  roles, 
instantly. 
Rising  above  me 
in  a  white  silhouette, 
in  the  tall  grass, 
under  late  May 
blue  skies. 
Cunning. 
Impossibly, 
you've  taken  the 
form  of  an 
angelic  virgin. 
We  share  a 
symbiotic  chord 
recognized  in 
reflection  of  chilled 
shallow  streams. 
You  sing  the  gospels 
in  Latin  so 
casually. 

I  taste  Eden  without 

thought  of  questioning 

its  meaning. 

My  time  is  passed 

like  the  dew  that  has 

melted  off  the  grass 

every  morning  of 

each  century. 

And  you  stand 

as  proof  of 

the  grace  of  God. 

In  endless  shadow, 

chasing  your  dominion 

of  dirt  and  earth, 

passively. 

I  subject  myself  to 

take  in  every  breath 

of  consciousness 

to  remain  a  pleasant 

feature  in  the  company 

of  your  asylum. 


Jeremy  Zender 


Going  to  a  Show 


In  a  room  darkened  by  artificial  means, 

The  smells  of  burnt  butter  and  teenage  lust 

Taunt  me,  yet  I  stare  idly  at  the  screen, 

Anticipating  the  next  scene,  focused 

On  the  tiny  wrinkles  etched  in  his  brow 

That  dance  above  dead,  emotionless  eyes, 

Wondering,  among  other  things,  just  how 

Hollywood  expects  me  to  be  surprised 

By  an  ending  where  the  good  guys  all  live 

Except,  of  course,  the  young  hero  who  gives 

His  life  to  save  some  undeserving  dame— 

An  actress,  well  endowed  (with  talent),  whose  name 

I  cannot  recall  presently,  but  should 

I  be  exposed  again  to  her  bared  skin 

I  am  certain  that  I  probably  would 

Recognize  her  by  all  the  salivating  men 

Around  me,  groping  their  girlfriends, 

Pretending  it  is  their  silver  screen  mistress 

Instead  of  a  pimpled  youth  who  defends 

The  boundaries  of  her  waning  innocence 

With  a  darting  hand  that  foils  the  attempts 

Of  bold,  clutching  fingers  creeping  up  her  lower  limbs. 

Cleaning  my  glasses,  I  catch  a  brief  glimpse 

Of  myself  and  the  empty  seat  next  to  me 

And  grow  nostalgic  for  those  gone  glory  days 

When  I  was  a  girl,  myself  a  bit  ugly, 

With  sweaty  hands  of  my  own  to  bat  away. 


Liz  Hawkins 
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August  Writings 
(after  Matthew  Arnold) 

Come  now  into  the  sunlight  dear, 

For  the  shadows  quickly  grow  cold. 

Here  in  the  glorious  basking  of  warmth 

Our  souls  shall  dance  free. 

Let  destiny  tune  the  hearts  that  dwell. 

Surely  no  man  or  thing  of  any  kind 

Can  interrupt  the  course  of  destiny. 

Let  us  as  a  compass  be,  pointing 

In  the  right  direction,  upward  toward  Heaven. 

Once  we  were  drawn,  compelled 

To  linger  in  the  shade,  afraid 

Of  what  the  light  would  shed. 

But  come,  now  my  love,  into  the  sunlight 

For  how  quickly  the  shadows  grow  cold. 

Heather  Gray 
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Two  Haiku s 


Freedom 

A  bird  overhead 

Flies  in  the  warmth  of  the  sun 

And  lands  on  a  branch. 


Tranquility 

The  calm  of  the  night; 

The  soft  wind  blows,  the  grass  waves, 

Rain  quietly  falls. 


Nathan  Falco 
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Seven  O 'Clock  and  Empty 


If  I  were  to  tell  you 

that  I  can't  live  without  you, 

would  you  beg  me  to  breathe  again? 

Is  there  another  entrance 

into  the  world  of 

lies  and  priceless  dreams? 

We  both  fell  into  the  sunset, 

just  on  different  days. 

Lights  are  dim  and  the  music 

has  stopped. 

The  dance  floor  is  empty 

except  for  me 

slowly  waltzing  with 

the  person  you  used  to  be... 

in  the  corner  I  see  the  person  you  are  now 

dancing  with  someone  else. 

Eddie  Becker 
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Suburban  Gothic 


It's  a  beautiful  day  in  your  perfectly  trimmed  neighborhood, 

so  herd  your  bumper-sticker 

kids  in  the  soccer-mom  minivan. 

Drop  them  off,  pick  them  up 

at  their  first  rate  academy; 

drop  them  off,  pick  them  up 

at  piano  and  ballet 

and  soccer  and  swim  team. 

Return  to  your  four  bed,  two-and-a-half  bath  and  start  dinner, 

because  the  three  piece  father  is  coming  home  soon 

with  a  briefcase  full  of  unfulfilled  dreams 

strangling  him  in  a  perfect  Windsor  knot. 

Wave  hello  to  your  neighbor  as  he  mows  his  lawn. 

He's  had  a  busy  day  at  his  9-to~5  job, 

meetings  and  Palm  Pilots 

and  strippers  at  the  club  across  town. 

Smoke  pours  from  the  oven  as  dinner 

chars  and  blackens  like  the  eye 

after  the  fist. 

Slip  on  the  blinders,  curtains  dropping  at  the  end  of  the  act, 
and  rest  in  peace, 

because  tomorrow's  another  beautiful  day 
in  your  perfectly  trimmed  neighborhood. 


Nancy  Shealy 
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Balancing  Act 


The  thin  wire  cuts  through  my  flesh  and 
far  away  I  hear  voices- 
requests,  pleas,  demands. 

The  opalescent  glass  balls 
tremble  in  my  hands, 
but  do  not  plummet, 
falling 

hundreds  of  feet 
to  the  ground, 

shattering  into  a  million  shiny  spikes 
and  shards  that  sparkle  in  the  artificial 
sunlight  that  comes  from  above  in  the 
old  steel  warehouse  ceiling. 

My  eyes,  narrowed  to  keep  out  light, 

scan  the  ever-growing  crowd. 

My  ears  ring  with  the  murmurs,  the  whispers, 

the  cries  of  mankind. 

I  am  still  here. 

I  sway  for  a  moment 
then  I  catch  myself. 

Steady 
Steady 
Steady 

Sweaty  palms  tremble  and  fight 
to  hold  the  balls  steady. 

The  thin  wire  buries  itself  deeper  into  my  flesh. 

Only  two  more  minutes. 
Just  two. 


Heather  Falco 
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Schema 


Do  you  remember  the  fearless  red  tailed  hawk  holding  his 
ground  on  a  fallen  willow,  calm  as  your  summer  evening  walk?  I 
found  his  bones  today  visiting  the  overgrown  bottom-land,  where  I 
studied  Vedic  propaganda.  I  returned  to  find  the  continuing  letters 
from  Layla,  who  was  still  dancing  in  grass  fields  outside  of  the  Dalat 
Christian  missions  school  in  Tanjung  Bhunga.  I  stuff  them  in  a  single 
envelope  marked  She  Claims  Healing  of  Every  Mastered  Affliction. 
While  across  the  corn  field,  Don's  reading  light  is  still  burning.  He  is 
spending  his  paychecks  entirely  on  books  about  ESP.  He  is  trying  to 
find  his  other  best  friend  who  died  in  the  spring.  He  claims  to  have 
created  a  poignant  sixth  sense  and  has  begun  seeing  souls  on  the 
wood  rail  fence  outside  his  bedroom  window  from  which  he  reads 
his  books.  The  thought  that  Stephen  Hawking  may  be  sleeping  right 
now  gives  new  hope  for  his  perception  of  the  universe  somehow. 


Jeremy  Zender 
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I've  Lost  my  Ruby  Slippers 

You  gave  me  a  music  box  that  plays 
"Somewhere  Over  the  Rainbow," 
But  I  haven't  lived  in  Oz  for  years. 
My  world  is  sepia  toned, 
And  there  are  no  munchkins 
Or  happy  endings, 
Only  tornadoes  and  Elvira  Gulch. 
I  am  not  Dorothy 

And  I  do  not  look  on  with  childlike  wonder. 
I  see  without  Technicolor  lenses  and 
I  never  want  to  go  home. 

Ashley  McGrady 
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Breaking  Through 


I  can  hear  your  heavy  footsteps  echoing  through 

The  blackened  wood.  My  silent  voice  calls  to  you 

And  you  answer  in  my  mind.  Your  shadow 

Appears  in  the  distance  and  I  stumble  in  your 

Direction.  Fog  stills  my  breath  and  clouds  my 

Eyes  as  I  maneuver  around  the  obstructions  in  my  path. 

Broken  and  battered, 

I  stand  before  you,  extending  my  hand  only  to 

Slam  against  the  carapace  of  your  indifference.  I 

Beat  my  helpless  fists  in  hopes  of 

Breaking  through  while  panic  claws  at  my  body.  From 

The  top  of  this  shield,  pieces  snap  off,  flying  at  me  like 

Daggers,  biting  my  flesh,  causing  fresh  wounds. 

Tears  pierce  my  face  as  my  legs  collapse.  Pain 

Devours  me,  yet  I  reach  for  you  with  my 

Swollen,  bleeding  arm  as  you  walk  by, 

Leaving  me 

Alone. 


Kimberly  Browning 
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An  Unguarded  Second 


Today  was  a  day  like  any  other.  I  woke  staring  into  the 
unfriendly  red  eyes  of  my  alarm  clock.  It  was  a  Monday  filled  with 
nothing  of  consequence.  I  was  sitting  in  the  kitchen,  surrounded  by 
herbs  and  the  glow  of  the  setting  fall  sun  through  my  olive  oil  bottles 
on  the  window  ledge,  when  the  phone  rang.  I'll  never  know  what  we 
did  before  the  days  of  caller  ID  when  a  little  plastic  box  could  not 
validate  our  stalker-like  suspicions.  I  grabbed  the  phone,  looking 
first  to  the  omniscient  little  box,  and  I  stared  paralyzed  at  those  tiny 
numbers.  He  was  calling.  After  all  this  time  of  silence,  two  years' 
worth  of  wondering  offered  him  up  to  me  now  on  that  altar  of 
telephone  lines.  It  rang  a  second  time  and  a  third.  I  gazed  out  the 
window  at  flocking  black  birds  pirouetting  their  projections  against 
an  ashen  atmosphere.  It  was  then  that  the  memories  overtook  me 
like  Ligiea.  I  thought  how  it  is  still  unbelievable  to  me  that  one 
moment  can  sneak  up  on  you  and  change  the  path  of  your  life.  One 
moment.  I  can  trace  my  place  now  back  to  one  inclination  that  was 
the  product  of  a  thousand  circumstantial  coincidences.  One  moment. 
It  was  the  illegitimate  child  of  an  unguarded  second. 

It  was  gray  January  morning  not  uncommon  in  any  way.  I 
had,  of  course,  overslept  and  jumped  at  the  sirening  sound  of  the 
clock.  Leaving  my  neighborhood,  I  drove  under  the  arms  of  great 
oaks  until  I  was  spilled  out  into  the  early  morning  intersection.  As  I 
ploughed  my  way  down  the  road  to  work,  I  passed  shopping  centers, 
mom  and  pop  diners,  and  finally  the  open  expanse  of  Folly  marsh  at 
low  tide.  In  those  days  I  worked  at  a  dock.  I  didn't  manually  labor 
down  with  the  other  white  shrimp  boots,  but  rather  slaved  away  in 
the  seafood  market  that  sat  serenely  on  stilts  just  above  the  weather 
beaten  boards  of  the  dock.  It  was  a  family  job,  not  too  glamorous. 
However,  the  feel  of  a  river  breeze  early  in  the  morning  and  late  at 
night  as  it  passes  through  a  thousand  grasses  and  ripples  is  too  much 
to  compare.  It  was  freedom  within  the  flatness,  freedom  within  the 
vastness. 

It  was  a  slow  Monday  morning,  too  cold  for  fisherman,  too 
early  for  avid  oyster  eaters.  It  was  just  me  and  that  cool  cement  floor 
of  puddles.  The  water  never  seemed  to  dry  in  the  winter,  but  left 
random  icy  pools  that  would  throw  themselves  under  the  soles  of 
your  non-treaded  shoes.  I  was  in  a  good  mood  that  morning.  I  do 
not  know  why.  After  all,  it  was  morning.  Perhaps  I  had  hit  all  the 
green  lights,  making  the  nine  minute  drive  only  six.  Maybe  my 
favorite  song  had  just  played  on  the  paint-speckled  radio  that  sat 
precariously  on  the  metallic  shelf  over  the  ice  sink.  Perhaps  my  daily 
dose  of  caramelized  caffeine  had  finally  kicked  in.  Maybe  there  were 
no  squid  to  bag  or  shrimp  to  head.  Perhaps  it  was  the  scene  outside 
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the  sliding  glass  doors  that  stretched  the  length  of  the  room,  exposing 
a  widened  view  of  the  river,  marsh,  and  incoming  shrimp  boats.  Yes, 
that  scene  always  rallied  me.  It's  somehow  comforting  how  one  feels 
so  small  against  the  horizon  there.  Leaning  against  the  opened  back 
door  that  perched  me  above  the  people  and  pelicans  on  the  dock,  he 
crossed  beneath  my  eyes. 

I  had  seen  him  hundreds  of  times  since  his  breakup  with 
his  eyes  diverted  always  rushing  around  to  return  calls  from  people 
whom  I  knew  I  should  never  ask  about.  What  did  I  care  about  who 
they  were?  We  were  friends  at  a  distance,  and  his  personal  or  his 
professional  life  was  none  of  my  concern. 

I  remember  we  sat  talking  for  hours  one  afternoon  at  that 
little  round  wooden  table  with  the  glass  top  for  showcasing  the  latest 
biggest  catch.  It  surprised  me  to  find  that  he  was  not  like  the  other 
men  who  lived  the  river  life,  even  though  he  looked  like  them.  This 
was  not  a  bad  thing,  for  there  is  something  completely  irresistible 
about  the  river  man.  There  is  something  indecipherable  about  the 
scent  of  oyster  beds  on  a  man.  It  is  that  sweet  nauseating  smell  of 
lust  that  fills  a  room.  There  is  something  alluring  about  a  man  who 
punches  sharks,  a  man  whose  hair  is  dreaded  in  the  sticky  salt  of  a 
river  breeze.  It  is  the  way  that  they  proudly  wear  their  ripped  jeans, 
hole-ridden  shirts,  and  dirty  nails  that  screams  to  the  Gucci  toting 
tourist,  "There  are  no  pretensions  here!"  It  is  the  manner  in  which 
the  older-than-I  river  man  looks  too  knowingly,  too  invasively  at  me. 
It  is  the  air  in  which  they  pass  that  calms  under  the  weight  of  their 
easiness.  Although  he  was  the  quintessential  man  of  the  marsh,  he 
was  separate  from  that  mentality  of  apathetic  unconsciousness  and 
irresponsibility  that  fills  the  lives  of  these  men. 

Although  he  was  still  always  around,  he  had  quit  his  job  as 
a  seasonal  worker,  because  he  wished  to  grow  beyond  his  meager 
river  days,  wasting  away  weeks  on  tide  time  and  magenta  sunsets 
over  oyster  beds,  hip-deep  in  Charleston  pluff  mud.  It  was  enough 
money  to  keep  him  happy  but  definitely  not  enough  to  consider 
himself  successful,  like  his  father.  So,  he  replaced  the  constant  cycle 
of  the  water  and  the  slow  change  of  the  seasons  with  a  futile  attempt 
at  business,  real  estate,  managing,  and  all  those  other  jobs  that  grown 
ups  are  supposed  to  spend  their  lives  on.  He  had  become  a  servant 
to  the  second,  trading  his  rubber  boots  for  Armani  socks,  trying  to 
live  a  life  where  your  car  states  your  value.  However,  he  could  not 
hide  the  dark  tan  burned  deep  into  his  skin  like  a  tribal  brand  or  the 
sun  bleached  hair  that  refused  to  take  up  this  new  way  of  life.  It 
preferred  the  abuse  of  the  wind  and  water. 

So,  I  had  never  said  anything  to  his  speedy  form  as  it  passed 
in  and  out  of  that  place.  However,  on  that  cold  January  day  I  was 
feeling  out  of  character  as  he  rushed  by  me.  Suddenly,  there  arose 
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in  me  a  sense  of  boldness,  and  I  am  not  bold.  Even  though  I  had 
never  considered  us,  this  urge  welled  up  within  me  to  say  something 
to  him  quickly  before  he  hurried  on.  So,  before  the  blur  of  his  shadow 
passed  by  me,  I  coyly  shouted,  "So,  when  are  you  going  to  take  me 
out?"  We  both  stopped  dead  at  my  comment  and  to  my  surprise  he 
responded,  "Wednesday."  And  so  it  began  with  that  little  question. 

On  that  first  night  I  was  Cinderella  before  the  strike  of  twelve 
on  Anson  Street.  It  was  decadence  and  luxury,  feasting  on  quail 
and  creme  brulee.  I'm  not  sure  of  all  I  said  that  night  over  those 
bottles  of  heavy  red  wine.  However,  when  I  was  dropped  off  at  my 
doorstep,  something  in  the  musky  winter  air  whispered  what  we  both 
knew.  The  same  thoughts  flowed  through  both  of  us  with  no  need 
for  explanations. 

Like  a  current  pulling  me  out,  it  moved  so  quickly  in  those 
days.  I  could  hardly  savor  a  moment  before  the  next  was  upon  me.  It 
was  days  of  purpose  like  I  had  never  known.  It  was  a  little  girl  and 
her  fantasies  being  replaced  with  a  reality  that  was  so  much  better.  I 
don't  remember  the  things  we  did,  only  the  things  he  said,  the  things 
that  would  burn  my  chest  to  recall.  He  would  speak  for  hours  about 
his  dreams  of  how  he  was  going  to  change  the  world  and  how  I  was 
going  to  be  a  part  of  it.  He  spoke  about  how  I  was  the  only  need  in 
his  life.  Is  there  anything  greater  than  to  be  needed  by  a  person  who 
spoke  with  so  much  hope?  What  else  could  I  do  but  be  burnt  by  this 
passion?  Like  Yeats,  it  was  a  passion  I  could  never  blame  him  for, 
since  he  inspired  within  me  a  virgin  feeling.  It  was  love  like  in  a 
sonnet,  in  the  background  music  of  a  movie,  in  the  glow  of  an  amber 
ring  around  the  moon.  It  was  love  like  you  always  thought  it  should 
be  but  knew  it  wasn't.  To  me,  he  was  someone  who  finally 
understood.  To  him,  I  was  someone  who  finally  loved  him 
unconditionally.  I  knew  that  I  would  never  love  another  person  like 
I  loved  him.  It  would  be  impossible. 

I  remember  sitting  with  him  on  the  back  balcony  of  the  dock 
one  night  watching  the  burlap  men  come  and  go.  It  was  amazing  the 
small  worlds  that  dwelt  inside  a  ten  foot  jon-boat  under  the  pregnant 
belly  of  the  clouds  hanging  low  and  dark.  I  thought  to  myself  that 
this  panorama  that  allows  free  movement  within  its  unseen  borders 
is  the  only  place  where  we  could  be.  Watching  the  thin  seal  of  the 
horizon  seaming  together  the  open  expanses  of  air  and  water, 
seaming  us  together,  silently  beside  me  he  hid  behind  the  security  of 
his  shades.  It  was  then  that  I  knew  it  would  be  this  water  laid  heavy 
with  a  muslin  fog  that  would  draw  him  from  me  again. 

So,  like  all  stories  do,  this  too  ended.  It  ended.  It  was  not  a 
slow  exiting  like  the  sandy  shoreline.  No,  it  was  the  deadly  white 
silence  of  early  morning  herons  on  the  marsh.  It  was  a  metallic  smell 
that  hangs  in  the  air.  One  day  there  was  just  no  him.  He  just  let  it 
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slowly  fade  away.  At  first  I  tried  to  understand.  I  thought  maybe  it 
was  too  much  for  him  to  finally  be  needed  by  someone.  I  thought 
when  does  too  much  become  not  enough?  But  I  never  once  heard 
anything  from  him.  I  did  not  know  what  to  say  to  nothing,  or  how  I 
should  answer  such  an  offensive  silence.  There  were  too  many 
questions  and  the  not  knowing  was  worst  of  all.  The  movies  are 
right  when  they  depict  us  as  creatures  unable  to  sleep,  eat,  converse, 
or  function.  The  movies  are  what  get  us  into  this  trouble  in  the  first 
place.  They  are  what  tell  us  those  lies  about  how  it  is  supposed  to 
be.  They  do  not  tell  us  how  inconsistent  love  like  that  is.  They  do 
not  tell  us  that  it  is  romantic  but  not  preferred. 

And  as  the  days  turned  into  weeks  and  the  weeks  into 
months  and  so  on,  the  pain  abated  and  turned  the  situation  into  more 
of  a  sweet  memory,  like  the  faint  sound  of  chimes  down  the  street. 
How  did  a  love  that  I  will  always  have  inside  me  find  a  resting  place 
in  the  high-ceilinged  dark  corridors  of  my  heart?  I  do  not  know  if  it 
was  the  slow  ebbing  of  silence  and  time  that  took  it  away  or  the 
pounding  pain  of  a  hurricane  wave  carving  its  name  on  my  shores. 
Whatever  the  case  may  be,  I  only  occasionally  feel  the  need  for  the 
unreliable  river  man.  It  is  like  that  spot  I  burned  as  a  child  that  is 
unnoticed  until  it  flushes  with  the  heat.  After  all,  what  could  have 
made  a  soul  of  murky  restless  waters  stay?  Anyone  who  has  seen  the 
life  they  live  knows  that  a  man  who  has  the  sea  coursing  through  his 
blood  cannot  be  expected  to  anchor  down  too  long  in  one  place. 

As  my  memory  etched  out  his  clam-calloused  hand,  I  was 
startled  back  to  the  present  by  the  fourth  ring.  It  was  the  fourth 
ring,  and  my  hand  was  still  on  the  phone,  my  eyes  still  on  those  black 
birds.  Staring  down  at  the  phone  that  held  the  answers  to  so  many 
questions  that  had  filled  countless  bits  of  paper  over  the  years,  I  had 
a  decision  to  make.  What  would  I  want  to  say  to  him?  I  did  not 
know.  There  was  a  time  when  I  felt  so  deeply  that  I  didn't  have  to 
force,  like  now.  It  was  the  vastness  of  empty  seconds,  years  of  time 
that  he  left  me  that  allowed  me  to  get  over  it  all.  It  was  those  wide- 
expanded  moments  of  silence  that  left  me  with  nothing.  It  was  then 
that  I  realized  that  goodbye  was  when  there  was  finally  nothing  left 
to  say.  As  my  sweaty  hand  palmed  that  phone,  I  did  not  answer.  It 
rang  a  fifth  time  and  then  stopped. 

I  leaned  back  in  my  chair  with  an  exhausted  slouch.  It  had 
seemed  like  years  since  that  phone  first  rang.  Once  again,  I  thought 
about  a  moment.  When  I  look  back  on  that  unguarded  second  that 
birthed  that  evolution  within  me,  I  wonder  at  times  what  caused  that 
moment.  Were  there  powers  of  Fate  or  Greek  gods  and  nymphs  sent 
to  me  that  cold  day  years  ago?  Did  they  whisper  in  my  ear  thoughts 
of  boldness,  of  reckless  surrender  to  the  salt?  When  I  think  of  how 
much  my  life  has  changed  because  of  that  moment,  I  wonder  what 
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changed  this  time  because  I  did  not  answer  that  call.  Where  were 
those  Greek  gods  of  boldness  today?  Were  my  decisions  the  result  of 
their  abandonment  then  or  now?  Where  do  those  life-altering 
moments  go?  Will  we  ever  know  to  what  gods  we  are  indebted  to? 


Summer  Crosby 
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3  on  57  (A  Generous  Five  Percent) 

We  rattle  up  in  our  rusted  brown  '87  Crown  Victoria, 
Not  the  same  chariot  from  all  my  girlhood  fantasies. 
I  remind  him  to  dispose  of  his  dip  before  we  go  inside. 

She  strolls  into  the  main  wait  station 
And  pulls  a  high  chair  from  the  stack. 
I  know  she's  coming  to  me. 
Better  gather  some  crackers. 
"I  sat  a  four  and  a  high  at  fifty-one." 
Please  don't  ask  for  the  crackers. 

We  trudge  up  the  stairs,  dirty,  screaming  children 

In  tow,  and  I  imagine  that  we  are 

Entering  a  five  star  establishment,  parading 

Designer  fashions  and  applauding  our  well-behaved 

children 

For  their  manners. 

This  is,  in  fact,  nicer  than  his  normal  choice 
Of  truck-stop  cuisine. 

I  turn  the  corner, 

And  the  bright  green  hat  with  the  startled  buck  tells  of 
Unmowed  lawns  and 
Unfixed  cars. 

"How  are  you  all  this  evening?" 
Through  mangled  teeth,  he  belches, 

"Sweet  tea,"  and  I  believe  that  this  is  truly  how  he  is  feeling. 

As  we  sit,  fidgeting,  at  our  round  wooden  table, 

I  pray  for  our  waitress  to  arrive, 

So  I  can  solicit  some  crackers 

To  shut  these  kids  up. 

They  don't  even  eat  them,  but  somehow 

They  are  satisfied  to  be  throwing  them 

On  the  floor,  as  if  feeding  some  animal  at  the  zoo. 

Here  come  the  fried  combination  platters. 

I  start  to  say,  "I'll  be  right  back  with—" 

She  interjects,  "And  do  y'all  have  some  crackers?" 

"Yes,  Ma'am." 

Get  the  broom  ready. 
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My  head  is  ablaze  with  thoughts  of  how  this  is  going  to 
Fit  in  our  budget. 
Maybe  we'll  just  tip  less. 

We  shouldn't  be  here,  even  if  it  is  my  birthday. 

Steaming,  bathing  in  its  grease, 
The  food  arrives. 

"Is  everything  ok?" 

"I  need  some  Tabasco  and  more  tartar." 
"Yes,  sir." 

"Oh,  and  can  we  get  a  few  more  crackers?" 
The  tip  is  no  surprise. 

I  can  read  people  like  an  American  Rifleman. 
Lauren  Smith 


Centerpiece 


Once 

a  reflecting  pool  as  centerpiece, 
church  and  banners  on  either  side. 

Then 

neglected— a  dung  puddle, 
drab  colored,  malodorous; 

Then 

a  fetid  fecal  fountain 
centered  the  centerpiece, 

Now 

slough  spewer, 

foul  fowl  privy, 

upwelling  of  excrement, 
base  bog  of  sediment, 
tarnished  tarn,  and 

Centerpiece. 
Darryl  Woods 
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I  hope  I  Can  Inspire 


I  hope  I  can  inspire. 

I  hope  to  take  you  higher- 

To  a  place  you've  never  known, 

like  Paris,  Egypt,  Rome. 

To  far  from  home,  but  not  from  my  mind. 

Just  a  little  time  . .  . 

Just  a  little  time  . . . 

Then  maybe  you  can  see  who  I  am: 

Not  a  woman,  a  child,  a  madam  or  a  man. 

No  clown,  no  T.V.,  no  card,  no  personality. 

Nor  friend,  Nor  foe  .  . .  I'm  all  that  and  MORE. 

Everything  flows  through  me— 

I  control  your  mind— 

Or  do  you  control  me? 

Keep  writing,  we'll  soon  see. 

I  am  nothing  but  a  pen, 

but  in  the  end  I  can  mend: 

Wars,  declarations, 

agreements  between  nations, 

assign  a  John  Hancock, 

write  a  rap,  report  a  cop. 

Who  knew  ink  could  have  so  much  power? 

To  be  a  panther,  to  devour? 

I  don't  know,  but  it  makes  a  rhyme, 

(something  tight  in  this  hour). 


Shaquana  Grant 
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Costume  Jewelry 

Tux  and  tails,  accented 

By  sequins  and  sheer  wrap-around  shawls. 

The  bow  ties  all  bow,  with  strong  hands 

On  bare  backs  connected  to  softly  swaying  hips 

Suspended  above  slender  legs  and  strappy  shoes. 

The  bow  ties  and  cummerbunds  smoke  expensive  cigars 

While  shawls  and  matching  handbags  sip  white  wine 

And  whine  about  the  weather,  wearing 

Well-practiced  smiles  and  hard-earned  hair-dos. 

A  satin  gown  joins  the  tuxedo  tickling  ivories  in  the  corner. 

White  teeth  against  the  black  space  of  an  open  throat 

Match  the  piano  keys  in  appearance,  if  not  in  tune. 

Everyone  applauds  the  slit  above  the  thigh 

For  distracting  them  from  the  indecent  exposure 

To  a  reprehensible  rendition  of  an  unrecognizable  aria. 

On  the  balcony  the  air  is  sweet,  and  stars 

Twinkle  like  light  reflecting  off  cubic  zirconium. 

Wool  coat  sleeves  and  silken  arms  embrace, 

Dancing  across  the  marbled  floor, 

Out  the  door  and  into  the  glass  elevator 

That  brings  them  back  down 

To  taxi  cabs  and  babysitters, 

Where  suits  are  exchanged  for  white  cotton  tees 

And  strappy  shoes  for  sensible  sneakers. 

Liz  Hawkins 
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Regrets  Remembered 


Midnight  Symphony 

Stabbing  through  the  darkness 
where  it  is  I  find  fear 
as  my  lone  companion. 
Loss  of  innocence  and  love 
are  my  contemplations. 
She  walks  in,  curious  of 
my  implorations;  knowing 
she  leases  a  space  in  my  soul 
and  has  yet  to  pay  rent. 
She  has  no  intentions  of  leaving. 
Walking  over  pieces  of 
broken  glass,  she  holds  no 
candle  for  the  window  in  her  eyes. 
I  hold  no  Shakespearean  sonnet 
to  melt  her  skin  with. 
Words  and  meaningless  glances 
etch  another  place  on  the 
wall  of  good  times. 
Then  I  kissed  her  with  fear- 
love  a  pill 
not  taken  so  easily 
with  food  and  water. 


Eddie  Becker 
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Oh,  To  Touch  Your  Love 

One  last  thing  before  you  leave- 
Please  wait  one  moment  more. 
It  must  be  said,  I  do  believe 
Before  you  touch  the  door. 

If  never  again  I  see  your  face— 
Lest  we  break  this  common  band- 
While  we  stand  here  in  this  place: 
Please  let  me  hold  your  hand 

Your  skin— how  rich  like  cream, 
Caressed  by  paling  light 
Let  me  touch  you,  queen  of  dreams, 
And  hold  your  hand  tonight. 

I  reach  for  hope;  I  reach  for  love; 
I  reach  for  joy  divine- 
To  hear  the  mellow  song  of  love 
When  your  hand  meets  mine. 

I  hear  you  speak,  yet  not  in  voice; 
Like  threads  our  souls  are  lacing 
Your  heart  is  certain  that  this  choice 
Left  unspoken  becomes  disgracing. 

We  falter,  for  fear,  losing  time— 
Your  hand  this  moment  touched  my  own! 
It  draws  us  forth— this  thrill  sublime- 
Holding  passion  we  never  have  known. 

The  joy,  excitement— shared  this  day! 
Blissful  tides  surge  from  my  heart 
Pour  floods  upon  my  soul  allayed; 
Boldly  now,  new  life  to  start! 

Oh  love— who  glows  with  dancing  light- 
Yes,  I  love  you— I  do  confess! 
Hearts  anchored  strong,  and  hands  moored  tight, 
No  others  have  more  happiness! 


Nathan  Falco 
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Of  Milk  and  Honey 


Stuck  on  him,  on  him,  on 
You,  me  repeating  me,  you 
Repeating  you  in  cycles 
Of  when  "we"  exists  on 
More  levels  than  it  should. 

Lusting  for  something  larger,  you 

Lusting  for  something  fresher.  Freud 

That  Great  Coucher,  tells  me  it's  just 

Electra-failing  fatherment. 

Yet  under  the  heavy  weight  of  your  stare, 

My  face  blush-rushes  these  burning  lobes 

When  you  ground  me  with  the  gravity  of  intentions. 

Because,  to  you,  I  was  increased  when  I  spoke. 
You  gave  me  poetry  on  thin  opaque  paper, 
Pink  under  the  alias  of  Ishmael  Berry. 
Because,  to  me,  there  was  always  the  girl 
Behind  us  pressuring  me  forward 
Into  a  corner  of  forbidden  choices. 

But  my  Canaan  was  chosen  before  you 
And  me  and  these  two  trees.  Fleeting 
Definitive  moments  cannot  be  traded  without 
Some  victim. 

So  I  ran  from  you  into  vintage  gardens 

Of  faded  green,  as  O'Keefe's  opening  poppies, 

Like  music  box  cardigans, 

Sang  to  me  of  remembering,  of  regretting. 

Shame  on  me  for  loving  what  I  knew  I  shouldn't. 
Shame  on  you  for  letting  me. 


Summer  Crosby 
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Midnight  in  the  Garden 


I 

The  stone  woman's  hands  are 
outstretched,  offering  mercy  to  the 
throng  of  thorns 
and  buds. 

Stillness,  like  a  perfect  shard  of 
ice,  veils  the  horizon;  such  presence 
that  even  the  wind  is 
reticent  to  stir. 

II 

Curtains  like  a  perfect  snow-lace 
crystal  shadow  her  face;  such  solace 
that  even  the  tears  fall 
unabashedly. 

The  stone  woman's  hands  are 
outstretched,  seeking  mercy  from  the 
throng  of  thorns 
and  buds. 


Nancy  Shealy 
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Silent  Nights 


Dusty  memories  dangle  from  plastic  branches, 
Technicolor  green.  Hot  chocolate  burns 
Our  worry  and  drowns  the  unspoken  words, 
But  silence  tells  us  you  aren't  here.  You  left 
On  the  sixth  day  of  Christmas, 
Packed  your  bags  while  I  was  at  school 
Because  you  didn't  want  to  deal  with  a  scene. 
I  lay  in  bed  awake,  listening 
For  your  keys  in  the  door,  but  only  hearing 
My  mother's  loneliness. 

You  came  back  on  Christmas  Eve 
With  gift-wrapped  apologies 
To  warm  my  eight  year  old  heart. 
The  little  adult  you  said  I  was 
Saw  straight  through  your  scam, 
And  refused  to  thaw  for  spring. 

Ashley  McGrady 
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Bedtime  Stories 


Mom  sits  on  my  bed  and 

Shuffles  for  a  moment. 

I  pull  the  cold  stiff  covers  up  to  my  ears 

And  beg  for  another  story, 

Another  adventure. 

I  hug  my  matted  stuffed  bear  to  my  chest. 

I  want  to  hear  all  about  her  quests— 

The  campfires,  the  hiking,  the  bears, 

And  the  sounds  of  the  lonely  forest 

On  a  warm  dark  night 

On  a  deserted  mountainside. 

I  want  to  hear  about  how  brilliantly 

The  stars  gleamed  in  the  night, 

Illuminating  the  sky  on  a  placid 

Evening  of  canned  beans  and  marshmallows 

Cooked  over  a  crackling  orange  fire. 

Mom  looks  at  me,  those  bright 

But  tired  housewife's  eyes  that 

Have  seen  so  much. 

I  look  back,  innocently,  inexperienced,  interested. 

She  smoothes  my  hair  from  my  eyes, 

Smiles  slightly,  and  begins 

Slowly  with  those  same  old  words 

That  I  long  to  hear: 

"When  I  was  younger  ..." 

When  I  was  younger  .  . . 
I  stare  out  the  misty  window 
With  my  own  tired  housewife's  eyes, 
Looking  no  further  than  the 
Rain-smeared  glass, 
Drinking  lukewarm  coffee, 
And  listening  to  the  rain 
Pounding  on  the  roof. 


Heather  Falco 
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Something  in  Common 


Raymond  Carver's  complete  book  of  poems 
is  called  All  of  Us. 
All  of  us  what? 

All  of  us  don't  make  The  New  Yorker. 
All  of  us  don't  read  Anton  Chekhov 
aloud  at  breakfast. 
All  of  us  don't  die  of  cancer. 

Philip  Levine  wrote  about  the  simple  truth. 
Will  his  next  book  be  called  The  Complicated  Truth 
or  is  there  not  such  a  thing? 
If  I  change  my  diet  to  small  boiled  potatoes 
and  water,  if  I  start  taking  the  time  to  watch  butter  melt, 
If  I  start  going  on  late  evening  walks, 

wall  I  become  simple?  Is  that  the  truth? 

Walt  Whitman  wrote  a  song  of  himself.  Or  was 
it  of  myself?  And  he  wrote  about  the  common  people  of  America, 
as  if  they  were  heroes. 

I  respect  these  men, 
and  have  taken  time  to  learn 
a  thing  or  two  about  each  of  them. 

I  hope  that,  one  day,  I  can  learn 
to  be  simple.  Perhaps  one  day  I  will 
love  people  more. 

I  could  write  a  poem  then,  and  call  it 
"The  Simple  Truth  of  Myself." 
Or  maybe  I'll  call  it  "All  of  Us." 


Steven  Walker 
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Man  at  Runes 


Nathan  Falco 
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Lullaby 


I  can  hear  it  coming  through  the 
Humming  of  the  trees.  I  can  see  them 
Swaying  back  and  forth  as  a  hand  bends  a 
Finger  in  a  come  hither  motion, 
Tantalizing,  daring  the  approaching  storm. 
Like  a  bowling  alley  on  league  night,  the 
Thunder  rattles  all  the  windows  of  my 
Antiquated  home.  Lightning,  like  whips, 
Snaps  from  clouds  and  electrifies  the  sky, 
A  firework  show  with  no  fireworks 
Illuminates  the  moonless  night. 

The  clouds  expand  like  Dad's  stomach  on 

Thanksgiving  until  finally,  buttons  pop  releasing 

Husky  round  raindrops  that 

Explode  in  a  sheet  and  cover  the  night. 

Softly,  splashing  silver  drops  race 

Down  my  windowpane.  I  back  away 

From  the  glass  and  settle  into  the  open 

Arms  of  my  awaiting  bed.  Snuggling 

Deeper  as  the  house  groans  its  complaints 

Of  steady  rain  beating  a  natural  lullaby  on  the 

Ground  like  distant  drums. 


Kimberly  Browning 
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Coming  of  Age 


When  I  was  sixteen 
I  saw  my  happiest  childhood 
displayed  on  a  vibrating 
colored  line  map, 
reverberating  8  millimeter 
projections  on  an  ice  box. 
Slow  motion,  backwards, 
black  and  white, 
in  a  moment  divided 
a  vision  triggered. 

When  I  was  six  years  old 

I  followed  the  savior's  breath 

home  through  cornstalks, 

through  obedient  talks. 

With  dusk  spreading  through  the  air 

I  stopped  on  a  bridge 

crossing  a  growing  valley 

washed  by  the  Brokensword. 

For  a  second  I  was  held 

above  a  cliff  over  earth 

as  the  sun  set  behind 

the  hedge  apple  trees 

lined  along  Carey  Road. 

And  for  a  second 

I  was  not  alone. 

Now,  like  a  Salvador  Dali 
painting  adored  and  framed, 
I  ponder  the  weight  in 

coming  of  age. 
Jeremy  Zender 
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Midnight  Sun 


Twenty-four  hours  a  day, 

seven  days  a  week, 

three  hundred  sixty-five  days  a  year, 

and  all  she  does  is  glow. 

As  I  shade  my  eyes  to  look  at  her, 

I  wonder  why  I  couldn't  have  been  like  her: 

Graceful,  with  pearl-smooth  skin  and  a  winning  personality. 

While  he  watches  her  from  a  distance,  with  that  stuporous 

fascinated  look  on  his  face, 

I  stagger  around,  feeling  my  way  in  a  dark  room 

searching  for  the  light  switch, 

wondering  why  I'm  invisible  to  him. 

But  when  I  look  at  her,  I  can't  see  me  either. 

I'm  blinded  by  all  she  is 

and  I  realize  that  her  sun  will  always  outshine 

my  dim  fifty  watt  bulb. 

Nancy  Shealy 
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Breaking  Autumn 


It's  the  silence  erupting  when  no  one's  around 
and  you  spill  your  life  to  a  park  bench. 
Knowing  the  only  way  old  men  stay  alive 
is  to  love  old  women. 

The  feeling  we  get  when  we  see  the  perfect  marriage 

fall  to  pieces— like  a  night 

falling  without  noise. 

Stars  falling  without  reason. 

Us  leaving  without  saying  goodbye. 

Here,  inside  October,  it's  too  cold 

to  have  windows  open. 

Not  cold  enough  to  scramble  for  firewood. 

With  leaves  changing,  words  stop  moving, 

I've  tired  my  soul  against  this 

Saturday  wind.  Hands  let  go  of  each  other. 

Hearts  let  go  of  all  sense  of  time. 

I  cling  to  a  hope  that  when  the 

world  closes  tonight,  you'll  be  there  still, 

waiting,  watching  the  cars,  knowing  two  of 

those  headlights  are  mine.  The  weather 

is  not  a  factor;  just  the  silence  that 

I'm  waking  up  from. 


Eddie  Becker 
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Reunion 


"Do  we  really  have  to  do  this?"  Lane  whimpered,  burying 
her  lightly  made-up  face  in  the  sleeve  of  her  husband's  dark  green 
sport  coat  as  they  walked  across  the  parking  lot  of  the  Elk's  Club. 

"Come  on,  honey,  "  Kurt  replied,  amused  by  his  gorgeous 
wife's  insecurities  about  spending  an  evening  mingling  with  a  crowd 
of  people  not  fit  to  lick  the  bottom  of  her  silver  Vera  Wang  3  V2  inch 
heels.  "Don't  you  want  to  show  them  all  how  kind  the  years  have 
been  to  you?  You  have  a  great  job,  an  extremely  handsome  husband, 
and  not  to  mention  a  dynamite  a—" 

"You  behave,"  Lane  cut  him  off,  slapping  his  strong,  deeply 
tanned  hand  away  from  her  back  side  and  intertwining  her  slender, 
ivory  fingers  with  his  as  a  precaution. 

"I  just  meant  to  say  that  you've  never  looked  more  beautiful 
and  you  have  nothing  to  worry  about,"  Kurt  assured  her,  gently 
squeezing  her  hand.  Kurt  knew  that  his  wife  was  nervous  about 
stepping  into  her  past.  She  had  made  that  evident  by  insisting  on 
changing  her  pantyhose  six  times.  She  had  ripped  off  each  pair 
furiously,  insisting  that  these  had  a  run  and  these  weren't  the  correct 
shade  of  nude  and  these  didn't  have  a  sheer  toe.  If  eleven  years  of 
marriage  had  taught  Kurt  anything,  it  was  that  a  pantyhose  crisis 
(or  a  fingernail,  hair,  or  make-up  crisis  for  that  matter)  was  indicative 
of  something  much  more  abstract  and  important  troubling  his 
beloved. 

"Beautiful,"  Kurt  repeated  into  Lane's  ear  as  they  passed 
beneath  a  green  sign  featuring  the  carved  silhouette  of  an  enormous 
elk  and  he  held  the  large  wooden  door  open  for  her.  His  comment 
brought  about  the  desired  effect  of  conjuring  the  blood  into  his  wife's 
cheeks.  And  as  the  blush  crept  down  her  neck  to  her  slightly  exposed 
chest,  where  it  settled  behind  the  tiny  silver  chain  she  always  wore, 
Kurt  thought  to  himself,  as  he  had  done  on  many  an  occasion,  "How 
in  the  world  did  I  convince  this  gorgeous  creature  to  spend  her  life 
with  me?" 

Just  inside  the  door,  there  was  a  long  table  littered  with 
nametags,  behind  which  a  face  vaguely  familiar  to  Lane  smiled  an 
almost  too-white  toothy  smile.  Lane  imagined  a  ship  at  sea  in  a 
terrible  storm  about  to  dash  itself  across  a  rocky  shore  because  the 
lighthouse  light  had  burned  out,  and  this  woman  saving  the  day  by 
climbing  up  on  the  rocks  and  blazing  her  teeth  to  guide  the  ship  safely 
home. 

"Hey,  sugar,  just  find  your  nametag  here,  and  if  that  hunk 
you're  clinging  onto  doesn't  already  have  one  made  out,  then  I'd  be 
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happy  to  make  one  for  him,"  the  Teeth  said  in  a  saccharine  voice. 

"Thank  you  so  much,"  Lane  replied,  quickly  perusing  the 
tabletop  and  plucking  both  hers  and  Kurt's  nametags  from  the 
remaining  pile. 

"You're  Lanie  Peters,  aren't  you?"  the  Teeth  asked, 
seemingly  without  moving  lips  or  cheek  muscles. 

"Yes,  that's  right.  I  was  Lane  Peters,"  Lane  faltered  over 
the  words.  She  hadn't  really  expected  anyone  to  recognize  her.  It 
wasn't  that  she  looked  so  different  now  than  she  had  in  high  school, 
with  the  exception  of  trading  in  her  K-Mart  sales  rack  specials  for 
Saks  Fifth  Avenue  seasonal  fashions.  It  was  just  that  no  one  had 
ever  really  taken  notice  of  her  at  all  in  high  school.  No  one  except 
him,  at  least,  but  Lane  didn't  want  to  think  about  him.  She  hoped  he 
wasn't  there. 

Remembering  the  Teeth  standing  before  her,  Lane  hastily 
added,  "But  it's  Lane  Futral  now.  Well,  honey,  we  should  go  in,  don't 
you  think?"  Lane  said,  looking  at  Kurt  with  pleading  eyes. 

"Well,  I  must  say  that  you  look  fabulous,  darling.  Little  Lanie 
Peters  never  would  have  shown  up  to  the  senior  prom  in  anything  as 
fashionable  as  that  little  number  you  got  on  there.  And  those  shoes! 
Are  they. ..." 

Lane  didn't  give  the  Teeth  a  chance  to  finish  forming  the 
question,  but  mumbled  something  like  a  thank  you  and  dragged  Kurt 
away  by  his  sleeve.  Kurt  asked  what  was  the  matter,  but  Lane  didn't 
want  to  talk  about  it.  Actually,  she  did  want  to  talk  about  it,  more 
than  anything  she  wanted  to  talk  about  it.  She  wanted  to  take  her 
husband,  whom  she  adored,  and  leave  this  building  and  this  town 
and  drive  back  to  the  city  and  sit  on  their  eighteenth  story  balcony  in 
bathrobes  and  drink  expensive  wine  from  the  bottle  and  talk  about 
it,  but  Lane  knew  that  there  was  no  way  she  could  explain  it  to  him 
after  all  these  years.  So  she  forced  herself  to  pull  her  biggest  smile 
from  the  shelf  inside  her  and  plaster  it  across  her  face  as  she  put  her 
arm  through  his  and  headed  for  the  banquet  hall. 

Kurt  leaned  casually  against  the  back  wall  of  the  enormous 
room,  sipping  an  ice  cold  Bud  Light  from  the  bottle  and  drinking  in 
his  surroundings.  When  Lane  had  told  him  the  reunion  was  going 
to  be  held  at  the  Elk's  Club,  he  had  envisioned  a  medium  sized  room 
with  wood-paneled  walls,  green  shag  carpeting,  and  moose  heads 
hanging  above  multiple  fireplaces.  He  hadn't  dared  tease  his  sensitive 
wife  about  her  choice  of  attire  for  the  occasion,  but  had  chuckled  to 
himself  when  he  imagined  a  room  full  of  disembodied  animal  heads 
looking  down  the  front  of  his  wife's  sexy  silver  cocktail  dress.  Kurt 
had  resolved  to  dress  more  casually  for  the  occasion.  Now,  looking 
around  him  at  the  hardwood  floors  and  off-white  walls  accented  every 
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few  feet  around  the  room  by  enormous  brass  sconces  and  tasteful 
pale  blue  curtains,  and  noticing  the  exquisitely  simple  chandeliers 
that  hung  from  the  ceiling  like  bunches  of  crystal  bananas,  Kurt 
almost  felt  out  of  place  in  his  sport  coat  and  khakis  and  was  glad 
that  Lane  had  talked  him  into  wearing  a  tie. 

Somehow  the  vast  contrast  between  the  inside  of  the  elegant 
banquet  hall  and  the  rugged,  wooden  exterior  of  the  building  made 
Kurt  uneasy.  He  imagined  that  he  had  somehow  been  tricked  and 
that  everyone  in  the  immense  room  was  in  on  it.  However,  this  was 
not  Kurt's  night  to  entertain  ridiculous  fantasies  about  the  world 
being  out  to  get  him,  because  his  wife  needed  him  to  be  relaxed  and 
strong;  he  could  sense  it. 

Glancing  at  his  watch,  Kurt  wished  Lane  would  return  soon. 
She  had  gone  to  powder  her  nose  for  at  least  the  seventeenth  time 
and  seemed  to  be  taking  her  time  returning.  Draining  the  rest  of  his 
beer,  he  returned  to  the  bar  for  another  and  cast  his  eyes  towards 
the  door  just  in  time  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  Lane's  auburn  hair 
retreating  into  the  hallway. 

"She  must  have  got  sidetracked  on  her  way  out,"  Kurt 
muttered  under  his  breath. 

"Sorry,  buddy,  what'd  you  say?"  replied  the  middle-aged 
fellow  behind  the  bar. 

Kurt  looked  back,  surprised  that  he  had  spoken  aloud.  "Oh 
nothing.  Another  Bud,  please." 

"Well,  well,  well.  If  it  isn't  Lanie  Peters."  It  had  been  fifteen 
years  since  Lane  had  heard  that  grating  voice,  but  she  would  have 
recognized  it  anywhere.  The  last  time  Lily  Chapman  had  spoken  to 
Lane  was  high  school  graduation,  and  all  she  had  said  was,  "Nice 
speech,  Lanie.  Too  bad  you  couldn't  afford  a  new  pair  of  shoes  for 
such  a  special  occasion."  Taking  a  deep  breath,  Lane  turned  around 
to  face  the  girl  who  had  tormented  her  from  third  grade,  when  Lily 
had  gotten  breasts  before  anyone  else,  until  senior  year,  when  she 
was  voted  homecoming  queen  of  Johnstonville  High. 

"Hi,  Lily,"  Lane  managed  to  say  in  a  normal  tone  as  she 
turned  to  see  her  nemesis  seated  at  a  table  with  a  handsome  young 
man  by  her  side.  Lane  could  only  see  Lily  from  the  chest  up,  and  she 
had  a  gold  satin  shawl  draped  across  her  shoulders  that  made  her 
look  like  the  sun  shining  above  the  white  tablecloth  clouds. 

"You  look  wonderful,"  Lily  said. 

Not  entirely  certain  whether  Lily  was  being  sincere  or 
making  fun  of  her  as  she  had  always  done  in  the  past,  Lane  swallowed 
the  lump  in  her  throat  and  vowed  to  take  the  high  road. 

"Thank  you,  Lily.  You  haven't  changed  one  bit  yourself," 
Lane  replied. 
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"Yes,  well,  I  am  very  successful,  you  know,"  Lily  replied, 
pushing  her  golden  hair  behind  her  ears  to  display  enormous 
diamond  earrings.  "This  is  Stephen.  Stephen,  this  is  Lanie.  Isn't  he 
adorable,  Lanie?  He  spoils  me  rotten.  Stephen,  darling,  would  you 
get  me  another  glass  of  wine  please?" 

Lane  could  hardly  believe  it  when  the  young  man  jumped 
up  from  his  seat  and  dashed  off  in  the  direction  of  the  bar  without  so 
much  as  a  word  of  acknowledgment  towards  her. 

"He  seems  very  sweet,"  was  all  Lane  could  manage  to  say  in 
response.  "If  you  would  please  excuse  me,  Lily,  I  was  on  the  way  to 
the  powder  room  and  I  hate  to  keep  my  husband  waiting." 

"Oh,  you're  married?  That's  nice." 

"Good  evening,"  Lane  said  as  she  turned  to  walk  away. 

"Lane,"  Lily  called  after  her  as  she  moved  away,  "Those  are 
really  fabulous  shoes." 

"It  was  a  special  occasion,"  Lane  could  not  help  retorting  as 
she  flipped  her  hair  over  her  right  shoulder  and  glided  towards  the 
door. 

Kurt  was  beginning  to  get  worried  about  his  wife.  He  had 
heard  just  about  enough  of  the  twangy  I-got-drunk-and-accidentally- 
ran-over-my-mamma's-dog-the-day-my-daughter-lost-her- 
virginity-to-a-convict-who-knocked-her-up-and-turned-out-to-be- 
her-brother-and-my-wife-left-me  slow  songs  that  the  DJ  kept 
playing,  and  he  wanted  to  request  something  romantic  so  he  could 
hold  Lane  in  his  arms  as  they  danced  close.  Setting  his  nearly  empty 
beer  bottle  on  the  closest  table,  he  walked  into  the  hallway  and  around 
the  corner  to  where  they  had  passed  the  restrooms  on  the  way  in. 
Just  as  he  turned  the  corner,  Kurt  found  himself  face  to  face  with  a 
tall,  slender  blonde  talking  on  a  cellular  phone. 

"Excuse  me,"  Kurt  said,  and  stepped  to  the  right  around 

her. 

"I'll  call  you  back,"  Kurt  heard  the  woman  say,  and 
slamming  the  phone  shut  she  grabbed  his  arm  from  behind  and  said, 
"Don't  I  know  you?" 

Kurt  replied  in  a  friendly  tone  that  he  was  certain  she  did 
not  and  continued  walking,  but  the  blonde  persisted,  claiming  he 
had  been  on  the  football  team  and  that  they  used  to  hang  out  at 
someone  named  Sammy  Stockman's  house. 

Kurt  could  not  resist  having  a  little  fun.  "Oh  yeah,  good  old 
Sammy.  I  haven't  talked  to  him  in  years,"  he  replied  with  a  twinkle 
in  his  eye. 

"He's  a  veterinarian  now,  and  he  has  five  kids!  Can  you  believe  it? 
He  never  seemed  like  the  type  to  settle  down.  He  isn't  here  tonight, 
though.  I  suppose  he  couldn't  find  a  baby-sitter  to  take  care  of  all 
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those  rugrats.  I  can't  stand  kids.  So  what  do  you  do?"  the  blond 
gushed. 

"I'm  a  kindergarten  teacher,"  Kurt  replied. 

"Oh,  that's  nice,"  stammered  the  blonde.  "Urn,  would  you 
like  to  go  inside  and  have  a  drink  with  me?" 

"Thank  you,  but  I  was  just  looking  for  my  wife.  Besides,  I 
try  to  refrain  from  drinking  alcoholic  beverages,  you  know,  for  the 
kids'  sake,"  Kurt  replied  with  his  most  winning  smile. 
Confusion  flashed  across  the  woman's  face  like  lightning  as  she 
attempted  to  compose  her  thoughts.  She  blushed  slightly  and 
apologized,  telling  Kurt  that  his  wife  was  a  lucky  woman  and  saying 
that  she  needed  to  return  a  call. 

"You  probably  remember  her,"  Kurt  said  proudly,  "My  wife 
is  Lane  Peters."  He  couldn't  help  noticing  that  the  woman  looked 
very  surprised.  Wishing  him  a  good  evening,  the  woman  walked 
away  dialing  her  cell  phone,  and  Kurt  continued  the  search  for  his 
wife. 

As  bloodless  as  it  had  been,  Lane  needed  some  air  after  her 
brief  encounter  with  Lily.  Lane  tried  to  tell  herself  that  it  had  not 
been  so  bad,  but  still  she  couldn't  muster  the  courage  to  return  to 
the  banquet  hall.  Instead  she  stood  on  the  back  deck,  listening  to 
the  sounds  of  nighttime  in  the  country  that  she  had  grown  up  falling 
asleep  to  and  wondered  why  the  stars  were  never  so  bright  in  the 
city,  even  from  the  eighteenth  floor  where  they  were  closer.  The 
crickets  and  tree  frogs  were  singing  so  loudly  that  Lane  didn't  hear 
the  glass  door  slide  open  and  shut  behind  her 

"Wow,  you  look  amazing,"  a  deep  voice  said,  startling  Lane 
and  prompting  her  to  turn  her  back  to  the  railing.  Lane  was  glad  the 
rail  was  there  to  support  her  as  she  looked  into  the  eyes  of  the  one 
person  she  had  dreaded  seeing  more  than  Lily  Chapman. 

"Alex,"  Lane  said,  her  colossal  vocabulary  completely  failing 

her. 

"Was  that  a  question  or  a  statement  of  fact?"  the  dark- 
haired,  blue-eyed,  six  foot  four,  ex-college  football  star  teased  Lane 
the  way  he  always  had. 

"It's  been  a  long  time,"  Lane  replied,  regaining  her 
composure.  She  couldn't  believe  that  Alex  Gooding  was  standing  in 
front  of  her.  It  had  taken  four  years  for  Lane  to  be  able  to  close  her 
eyes  at  night  without  the  image  of  Alex  Gooding  looming  behind  her 
eyelids.  She  had  seen  him  once  after  graduation,  before  he  left  for 
football  camp  at  Boston  College,  and  they  had  hugged  each  other 
hard  for  many  minutes  while  she  cried  and  he  stroked  her  hair.  They 
had  talked  on  the  phone  regularly  throughout  freshman  year  in 
college,  but  when  the  end  of  spring  semester  came,  Lane  had  opted 
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to  spend  the  summer  at  her  roommate's  parent's  beach  house  in 
Wilmington,  North  Carolina,  instead  of  going  home,  and  she  had 
slowly  lost  touch  with  Alex.  When  she  met  Kurt  and  started  dating 
him,  Lane  knew  it  was  time  to  let  Alex  go,  but  it  had  taken  her  heart 
much  longer  than  her  mind. 

"What  are  you  doing  these  days?"  Lane  asked  with  more 
sincerity  than  she  had  felt  all  evening. 

"I'm  working  in  the  graphics  department  at  Turner  Studios." 

"That's  great,"  Lane  replied.  "I  remember  how  you  used  to 
draw  those  caricatures  of  Coach  Tolland  all  the  time  during  class. 
You  were  always  so  artistic.  I  knew  you'd  end  up  doing  something 
like  that." 

Alex's  face  seemed  to  brighten  with  Lane's  allusion  to  their 
past  intimacy. 

"I'm  doing  PR  work  for  Scottish  Right  Children's  Hospital," 
Lane  said,  and  hesitating  a  little,  she  added,  "and  I'm  married  to  a 
wonderful  man,  ten  years  now." 

Alex  smiled  and  said,  "I  know.  My  mom  keeps  me  up  to 
date  on  everything  that  she  hears  about  you.  Sometimes  she  sends 
me  clippings  of  your  work  with  the  hospital.  And  I'm  sure  that  anyone 
you  would  have  chosen  to  marry  must  be  a  wonderful  man." 

Lane  didn't  know  quite  what  to  think.  She  and  Alex  had 
never  dated,  but  he  was  the  first  man  she  had  ever  loved.  He  had 
been  everything  in  high  school:  star  athlete,  most  creative,  class 
clown,  senior  class  president;  but  none  of  those  things  had  meant  as 
much  to  Lane  as  the  fact  that  he  made  her  feel  special.  Whenever 
Lily  Chapman  had  ragged  on  Lane's  clothes,  Alex  had  slipped  his 
arm  around  her  shoulders  and  walked  her  to  class.  Whenever  Lane 
had  made  an  A  on  a  test,  Alex  had  praised  her  for  being  smart  and 
added  that  brains  and  beauty  were  a  lethal  combination.  When 
Lane's  father  had  a  heart  attack  junior  year,  Alex  came  to  the  house 
and  sat  on  the  porch  swing  with  Lane  until  she  cried  herself  to  sleep, 
then  covered  her  with  his  jacket  and  sat  with  her  until  morning.  Lane 
had  grown  to  love  Alex  deeply  and  passionately,  but  she  had  never 
been  able  to  bring  herself  to  suggest  as  much  to  him  because  he  was 
somebody  and  she  was  nobody.  And  while  he  was  a  true  and  loyal 
friend,  Lane  never  detected  any  hint  of  romantic  feelings  on  his  side, 
so  she  had  not  only  let  him  walk  out  of  her  life,  but  had  shut  the  door 
behind  him  as  well. 

For  fourteen  years  Lane  had  intermittently  kicked  herself 
for  losing  touch  with  this  special  man  and  patted  herself  on  the  back 
for  having  the  will  power  to  let  him  go.  But  now  here  he  was  standing 
in  front  of  her,  looking  deeply  into  her  eyes  with  the  same  genuine 
interest  he  had  always  shown  in  her,  acting  as  though  the  past 
fourteen  years  hadn't  mattered  one  bit. 
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"It's  really  great  to  see  you,  Alex,"  Lane  finally  conceded 
and  wrapped  her  arms  around  his  neck  in  an  embrace  that  she  knew 
would  burn  another  four  years  of  thoughts  of  Alex  into  her  dreams. 

Kurt  had  given  up  looking  for  his  wife  and  was  sitting  at  the 
bar  discussing  who  was  going  to  take  the  ACC  championship  this 
year  with  a  man  who  had  come  alone  and  failed  to  find  anyone  he 
had  gone  to  high  school  with  half  so  interesting  to  talk  to  as  Kurt. 
Just  as  the  man  was  explaining  why  Georgia  Tech  was  unstoppable, 
a  flash  of  silver  stepped  between  him  and  Kurt  and  smothered  Kurt's 
face  with  a  passionate  kiss. 

"Hey  sweetie,"  Lane  cooed.  "What  have  you  been  doing?" 

"I'm  sorry,  miss.  That  was  a  really  nice  kiss,  but  I'm  here 
with  my  wife,  and  although  I  haven't  seen  her  in  awhile,  I'd  hate  for 
her  to  come  back  and  find  me  with  someone  else,"  Kurt  teased. 

"Are  you  saying  I  should  leave  you  alone  then,"  Lane  pouted. 

"I  said  no  such  thing,  ma'am,"  Kurt  replied.  "I  just  think 
we  should  go  behind  the  bar  if  we're  going  to  make  out.  I  would  hate 
for  my  wife  to  be  embarrassed  by  walking  in  on  us  right  here  in  the 
middle  of  everyone." 

"You're  terrible,"  Lane  replied. 

Kurt  apologized  to  his  bar  stool  buddy,  who  accepted  with 
a  wave  of  his  hand  and  started  off  in  the  direction  of  the  blonde  who 
had  accosted  Kurt  in  the  hallway. 

"I  was  looking  for  you  for  a  long  time,  but  I  finally  gave  up. 
Where  have  you  been?"  Kurt  said,  turning  back  to  face  his  beautiful 
wife. 

"Talking  to  an  old  friend." 

Kurt  could  not  help  noticing  how  much  more  relaxed  and 
genuinely  happy  his  wife  was  than  when  he  had  last  seen  her.  He 
wondered  what  had  brought  about  the  pleasant  change  in  her 
demeanor,  but  dared  not  question  her  and  risk  bringing  her  out  of 
her  good  mood.  He  knew  she  would  tell  him  when  she  was  ready. 
She  always  told  him  everything  eventually. 

"I  missed  you,"  Kurt  whispered  in  her  ear  as  he  pulled  her 
close  to  him. 

Lane  pulled  away  from  Kurt  and  looked  into  his  eyes.  When 
she  looked  at  him  that  way  it  was  as  though  she  were  saying  I  love 
you  to  his  heart  without  opening  her  mouth.  Kurt  was  glad  that  they 
didn't  always  have  to  talk  to  know  what  the  other  was  feeling. 

As  they  drove  down  the  winding  country  road  away  from 
the  Elk's  Club,  Lane  stared  out  the  window  at  the  stars  playing  behind 
the  racing  tree  line.  She  had  told  her  husband  a  lot  about  where  she 
came  from  and  what  she  did  in  high  school.  He  knew  she  had  been 
salutatorian  of  her  class,  that  she  had  played  in  the  band,  that  she 
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was  supposed  to  have  gone  to  her  senior  prom  with  a  boy  named 
Chuck,  but  he  stood  her  up  and  she  went  with  her  brother  instead. 
But  never  in  fourteen  years  of  knowing  Kurt  had  she  ever  had  the 
courage  to  tell  him  about  Alex  Gooding. 

Lane  never  quite  knew  what  it  was  that  kept  her  from 
confiding  in  her  husband  about  this  one  thing,  but  she  knew  now 
that  there  were  no  secrets  left  to  keep.  Lane  had  thrown  her  arms 
around  Alex  on  the  balcony,  expecting  fifteen  years  ago  to  come 
rushing  back  to  her  along  with  the  feelings  she  had  for  him.  Instead, 
it  had  been  the  past  fourteen  years  of  happiness  with  Kurt  that  had 
flashed  before  her  eyes  while  she  had  her  arms  around  Alex's  neck. 

"It  wasn't  so  bad,  was  it?"  Kurt  asked,  from  behind  the 
steering  wheel,  stealing  a  glance  at  his  wife's  countenance  shining 
like  silver  in  the  moonlight. 

"No,  it  wasn't,"  Lane  replied.  "I'm  glad  you  were  with  me, 

though." 

"I  hardly  saw  you  all  night,"  Kurt  said. 

"You  have  me  now,"  Lane  answered,  and  reached  to 
unbuckle  her  seatbelt. 

"What  are  you  doing,  sweetie?"  Kurt  asked,  noticing  Lane's 
struggle  with  the  seatbelt.  "You  never  take  your  seatbelt  off  when 
you're  in  the  car." 

"I'm  just  trying  to  get  this  damn  thing  unbuckled  so  I  can 
sit  next  to  my  husband.  Is  that  okay  with  you?" 

Without  hesitation,  Kurt  freed  his  right  arm  and  reached 
across  his  wife  to  help  her  unbuckle  the  belt.  It  held  fast  for  a  few 
seconds,  but  then  suddenly  snapped  free.  Lane  slid  across  the  seat, 
and  Kurt  wrapped  his  arm  tightly  around  his  wife,  telling  her  how 
lucky  he  felt  to  have  such  an  extraordinary  woman  by  his  side.  As 
Kurt  turned  onto  the  main  highway  that  would  take  them  back  to 
the  city,  Lane  laid  her  head  on  his  shoulder,  and  the  couple  sat  in 
silence,  closer  than  they  had  ever  been  before. 
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